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By THE “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


MAstTER SULTAN has been labour- 
ing under a pleasant little delusion. 
He thinks Dame Europa has grown 
quite fond of him because she has been 
obliged, in her own interests, to chastise 
little Greece. So Master Sultanthought 
the good lady would wink the other eye 
at another little massacre in Armenia. 
But young Master Sultan is in error. 
Dame Europa may have to spank 
Greece, but she will swallow Turkey 
if it misbehaves itself. She has had 
just about as much of it as she can 
accommodate. 








It seems to be the general opinion also that Great Pritain can- 
not let the Little Kruger have his own wilful way much longer. 
The suspension of the Johannesburg Star is his latest freak ; 
its twinkling shed too strong a ray of light on the dark ways of the 
Republic. We have heard of people going mad through the moon, 
but it has been left to Oom Paul to feel mad at a Star. 

* * * 


Nobody can deny that England, when she sets out to do a thing, 
does it with all her heart and soul. For instance, how better 
could we help to celebrate the longest reign than by ejecting 
poor people from their tenements in order to let the windows 
to American millionaires from which to view the Royal 
Procession, It is a splendidly patriotic thing to do, and one 
well worthy of a great nation of shopkeepers. Kick Lazarus out 
of the door that Dives may look out of the window. Thus will 
certain English landlords celebrate the Diamond Jubilee with all 
all their heart and sole. 

“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 67.) 
To THE RADICALS. 


Who are ye that shout for war, 
Clamouring for bloody fray ; 

Lifting up a rasping voice 
Through the night and through the day ? 
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Who are ye that wish to loose 
The dogs of war this very hour ” 

Have ye helped to make us ready, 
Is’t to you we owe our power ? 


Who are ye that ask the caus 
Why in Freedom's sacred name 
England does not draw her sword, 
But bows her head in grief and shame ? 
Who are ye that call to arms 
Englishmen to help the weak ? 
Have ye helped to forge the armour 
lor the fight which now ye seek ? 


What are ye that shout and scream ? 
Who are ye that rant and rave 
For the Navy of the Queen 
’Gainst the world to take the wave ? 
Who are ye that urge to war 
’Gainst the overwhelming might 
Of Allianced Europe ready, 
With the legions trained to fight? 


Ye are they who've ever sought 
By means of demagogie lip 
To save the huckster’s golden hoard 
By stinting England of a ship; 
By your sneers and faction wiles 
Ye have crippled England; well, 
That is why we're standing idle 
'Gainet the hungry hounds of hell. 


Ye are they whose master-minds 
Have crippled that which made us great, 

Stayed the hands that would have made 
Impregnable this Island State. 

Through the years ye've dwarfed and starved 
The Navy that should rule the seas, 

Now, with holy wrath ye shudder, 
Hypocrites and Pharisees. 


Our Recent Prize Competition. 

A SUCCESSFUL competitor writes us :— 

“I beg to acknowledge, with thanks, the receipt of your favour of 
23rd inst. enclosing cheque £1, being prize awarded me. As ‘All 
that glitters is not gold,’ I am going to pay this into P.O. Savings 
Bank, who I am sure will ‘ Be honest,’ and when I may want it will 
exemplify your proverb, ‘Safe bind, safe find.’ More from mu» 
would be superfluous, as ‘ Silence is golden.’ 

“ Yours truly, 
‘* Hornace Bacon 

“ St. Stephen's Road, Hounslow.” 
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KEEPING THE PEACE 
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A Bicycle Song. 


(SET TO AN ANCIENT TUNE.) 
I am a jovial bicyclist, 
A sturdy soul am I, 
The free, fresh air is my delight 
And doctors I defy. 
They always find me strong and well 
And so I always feel 
As day by day I take my way 
On a steed which is made of steel. 
Round goes the wheel 
And onward straight I fly, 
Lael: rg along together, 
my , 
My wonderful bike and I. 


I whirl along the valley, 
Or climb the steepest hill, 

And never stop till at the top, 
I work with such good will. 

The healthy bronze is on my cheek, 
I hail the hearty meal, 


As tonic rare nought may compare 
Witb a steed which is made of steel. 


Round goes the wheel, etc, 





























Bold youth or bonny maiden, 
If happiness ye lack, 

Buy (don’t be mean) a good machine 
And bliss shall straight come back. 
Nor pain nor woe then shall ye know, 

Nor harshly time shall deal, 
And ye shall love all joys above 
The steed which is made of steel. 


Round goes the wheel, etc. 





Plummer L°. 
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of the success of a speculation as when 








Sapa IN THE TRUE SPIRIT OF PHILANTHROPY. 
a aes Interviewer (to Guardian of the Poor).—‘* Are the reports true respecting your princely 
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Seasonable Recipes. 
TO MAKE AN APRIL FOOL. 


First catch your fool, then send him a long way with a letter 
in which is this one line—‘‘ Send the fool further.’ This is great 
fun—to the sender—the sendee has yet to be heard from. 

A better way is to send the newly-caught fool to the Italian 
warehouse for a gallon of strap-oil. Some people never see the 
humour of this—personally I never did, when appearing in my 
celebrated impersonation of an April Fool. 

A good way is to get a short child to stand at a door and ask a 
passer-by—* Please ring the top bell twice.’’ If spoken in the 
proper tone this is never known to fail. 

Some folks of the old school prefer stopping a foot passenger and 
telling him his bootlace has come unfastened. There have been 
people who were annoyed at this. 

A modern plan is to stop a carman or a ‘bus driver with the 
remark, “Hi! mister, mind that motor car.’’ Experienced fool- 
makers are divided in opinion as to the language of the ’bus driver 
being stronger than that of the carman. 

The Indians keep up these festivities on the thirty-first of March, 
showing that, as they are more likely to have been in the fool- 
making business first, we are a day after the fair. Though making 
an April fool in March seems a little ‘‘ prematoor,” as Tom Thorne 
used to say in “‘ The Very Last Days of Pompeii.” 

When you hear a man speak of, ‘My April Morn,” it does not 
n y mean that he is alluding to any day in that particular 
herp but the day he was married, i.c., the day he was made a 

) 

Poltwattle bas carefully refrained from any mention of those 
time-honoured witticisms: “ Have you heard of it? It is all over 
the town!” To which your friend always says, “What?” Then 
you say, “ Mud,” and walk away. 

And “Oh! Jones, what do you think? I’ve just found some- 
thing!” Jones always asks, “What is it?” And you reply, “A 
hole in my pocket,” and you separate, and probably—Jones intends 


never to meet again. 
P, P. PoLrTwatTrTLe. 
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Post Hoc, Diluvium! 


(Suggested by the terrible revelation that Lord et was too 
full of waren fe business to be able to receive Messrs. and 


Clayden’s ‘‘ Trafalgar Square Deputation.”’) 
ling the air of the fire-breathing Square 
"Of teal, we slept very soundly ; 
For the darkest foreboding that came to us there 
Did not really affect us profoundly. 


Should the worst come to worst, should poor Greece be coerced, 
On our hearts nothing graver was written 

Than that Mick of South Mayo would sink, if he daurst, 
Two or three of the warships of Britain | 


But we now are oppressed with a fearsome unrest, 
And our slumbers are one-eyed devices ; 

For a nightmare prediction sits strong on our breast 
Of a nondescript national crisis. 

fhe most balderdash stuff may be howled by Sir Puff 
Of Trafalgar ; yet, losing all patience, 

He will fly in a huff when he gets a rebuff 
As the meed of his “ grand 


That rebuff to Sir Puff has been given—gracious Heaven |— 
By the Premier's — resolution, ae 
Trafalgarese ran must surely ven 
To some scathing and stern retribution |! 
There may haply in store he a hot civil war, 
Since our Leader dares own he’s too laden 
With sensible work, to stand meek at his door 
And learn statecraft from Torr and from Olayden ! 











A Strange Young Lady. 
THERE was young lady of London, 
Whose favourite cheese was a bon don 

Old Stilton she hated, 


And swooned, so "tis stated, 
When the wild Gorgonzola was undone! 
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Jones (solemn man). 
wih? Brown (flippant ).— Serious! 
we are celebrating the year of THE LONGEST REIGN!" 


The Perils of Politics. 


Ir with innocent intent, 
You should wish to represent 
In Parliament a section of the nation, 
Each opponent that you meet 
Will, before you win the seat, 
Endeavour to destroy your reputation. 


Anoth 
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PATRIOTIC. 
i TO REIGN OVER US.) 


‘More rain! I declare it’s getting quite serious.” 


Man, what are you talking about ? 


roclaims you are a dunce, 
er says you once 
Were of a gambling escapade the hero; 
A third will swear betimes 
That your catalogue of crimes 
Is such as would not bring disgrace on Nero! 


Kruger the |Humorist. 


A Micuryjman is*Uncle}Paul, 
A diplomat so cunning ; 

But on occasion prone withal 
To most audacious punning, 


For when he talks of Englishmen 
‘‘Shot through the head so nicely,” 
We feel no other tongue or pen 
Could put it so concisely. 






’Tis Boerish humour, which bespeaks 
A heart that’s adamantine— 

A humovr revelling in freaks 
Grotesquely elephantine. 


The Queen is “ difficult,” says K., 
Which shows no animosity, 

For those who know the great man Bay 
It savours of jocosity ! 


So Kruger's great at comic “ biz,”’ 
And full of quips and wheezes ? 

Perhaps : but ponderous wit like this 
Is not the sort that pleases. 


There's no emollient exists 
That will his manners soften, 

But if the lion's tail he twists, 
He’ll twist it once too often ! 


Consolation for Book- 
makers. 


“‘ WHEN’s a place not a place?” That 
is the riddle a contemporary raises out 
of the great betting case. The answer, 
of course, is obvious enough. Wken 
it’s A Scot. 





Barring Luxuries. 


THE Islington Guardians have been 
discussing a scheme to provide Turkish 
baths at the expense of the ratepayers. 
The ratepayers have objected, not 
because a are Phil-Hellenists and 
abhor everything that savours of the 
Turk, nor yet because they do not wish 
to see the sweating system publicly esta- 
blished in their midst. Oh no! their 
objection seems to be based solely on the 
fact that they ‘‘ bar luxuries.” 


The Impecunious Turk. 


Ir is rumoured that the Turkish 
finances are in such a sorry plight that 
the Press Bureau at Constantinople has 
had to stop its subscriptions to the foreign 
journals. What a sad state of things is 

ere revealed! A nation’s currency 


Don’t you know must be in a parlous condition, indeed, 


when it has no paper money. 





ee 





So the taradiddle flies, 
Till you learn with much surprise 
That you tried your virtuous ma-in-law to smother ; 
One brother, so they’ll say, 
Lives somewhere Hanwell way, 
And that the common hangman claimed another ! 


You come of an alien race, 
All your ways are low and base, 
And your past obscured in mystery and shade is ;— 
So you soon make up your mind 
That your likeliest place to find 


Congenialfconstituents is Hades ! 
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A Council of Peace. 
A LIGHT COMEDY IN ONE CONVERSATION. 





Dramatis Persone. 


EEO DES OS OR OES An Emperor. 
PHCRGIES ec cccccccccce Ie Another. 
Francis Joseph. ...ccscccccceses . Another. 


Scene.—A Diplomatic Back Staircase. 
(Curtain rises and discovers the three Emperors discussing the state 


of affairs.) 
William.—“ Now, look here, you fellows, It’s like this. Here am 
I (inflating his chest), I repeat here am I, the greatest—.that is to 
say—one of the greatest——” 


Nicholas } Ge ” 

Francis Joseph} Hear! Hear! 

William.— One of the greatest sovereigns who have ever lived. 
And am I to sit still and see a petty, poky, little State upset my 
peace, a peace that costs me millions? Now what J say——” 

Nicholas.—* My dear William, you are excited. You are not 
yourself. Of course your peace shall not be upset, not if I have to 
invade Turkey.” 

Francis Joseph.—‘' I beg your pardon, but did you say ‘ invade 
Turkey’?” 

Nicholas.—** Oh, not in that sense—as a friend, you know, just as 
@ friend.” 

Francis Joseph_—“' H’m. I don’t think I should like it, some- 
how. I really don’t think I should like it.” 

Nicholas.—“‘ No? ”’ 

Francis Joseph.— No, really. I could stand a good deal, but 
I’m d——d ——” 

William.—“ Ssh ! ” 

Francis Joseph.—“ Ssh yourself.”’ 

William. —“ Are you aware, sir, whom you are sshing? Do you 
know where you are ?”’ 

lrancis Joseph.— Oh, if it comes to that——”’ 

Nicholas.—“ My dear sirs, my very dear sirs, the situation is 
critical, and these ebullitions of temper do not simplify matters.”’ 

William.—“ True, they do not. Francis always was irri- 
table——”’ 

Francis Joseph.— I wasn’t——-” 

William.—“ Oh, yes you were, pardon me. My poor dear grand- 
papa said you had a beast of a temper.”’ 

Francis Joseph.—: Well, 1 like that!” 
ee Very likely, but poor grandpapa didn’t. Couldn't 

ar it.” 

Nicholas.—“ I don’t like interfering between friends, but my time 
is precious. You see it’s like this, our interests are identical.” 

William.— “True! So they are.” 

. Nicholas.—** We must make short work of this upstart 
tate——”’ 

William.—“ We must, at once. If hostilities do not commence at 
twenty past five to-morrow morning punctually, Greenwich time, 
my battle-ship will leave Cretan waters. I must not wait, I will 
not wait.” 

Nicholas.—“ But if France——” 

William.—“ Blow France!” 

Francis Joseph.—‘ England ?” 

William.—“ England, sir; do you talk to me of England? Why, 
I am going to build a navy that will leave England nowhere, posi- 
tively nowhere. I am, indeed. I am no hand-to-mouth diplo- 
matist, I am the wisest, greatest-—— ”’ 

Nicholas “ Bh?” 

Francis Joseph 

William.—“I mean one of the greatest —— ” 

Nicholas “ ” 

Francis Joseph seen! Senet 

Nicholas.—“ Let us come to the point. We are here to keep the 
peace!” 

Francis Joseph.—“ Exactly.” 

Nicholas.—“ Now, I’m more interested in the question than 
either of you fellows; as the patron of the Balkan States——’ 

Francis Joseph (excitedly).—“ Say it again!” 

Nicholas (persuasively).—“I say, as patron of the Balkan 
States——_”” 

Francis Joseph (wildly).—“ Oh, you are, are you ? 
Dash it all, you know! What ho!” 
Nicholas (sternly).—‘* Do you venture to say that 


I like that! 
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Francis Joseph (shaking his fist and stamping).— I venture to 
say, J—— Ge William as he begins to take off his. cae. Here, hold 
my coat, will you —— ” 

William.—“ My dear fellow——"’ 

Francis Joseph.— Will you hold my coat? ” 

William (soothingly).—“ Hush ! hat is the good of making 
such a fuss? He thinks the Balkan States are his : you think they 
are yours. What does it matter? Why, I wouldn't give the bones 
of a Pomeranian—— ” 

Francis Joseph.—* You wouldn't, wouldn’t you? Then what's 
the good of an alliance, eh?” 

William.—“ Be reasonable. Think of me, think poor grand- 


& r 
a 


Francis Joseph.— Poor grandpapa be-——” 

William.—“ Anything but that, Francis, anything but that. Why, 
. poor grandpapa had lived in the middle ages, pilgrims would 
lave: ——— 

Francis Joseph.—‘ Yes, I know. I read the speech. Don’t be 
historical —don’t repeat yourself, I implore,” 

William.—* Then promise——” 

Francis Joseph.— Anything!” 

Nicholas.—* Well, as 1 was going to say, my idea is this: With 
you two fellows to support me, I could solve the Kastern Question 
ia half-an-hour ——" 

Francis Joseph.—* Oh! I'll support you! I could put an army 
corps over the frontier-—-—” 

Nicholas (hastily).—“ I shouldn't like to trouble you.” 

Francis Joseph (suavely).—“ No trouble. A pleasure, I assure 
you.” 

Nicholas (with mock gratitude).—‘I couldn't, I really couldn't 
think of such a thing. No, my idea was this. Backed by your 
moral support, I could assist Turkey——”’ 

William.—* True, true, so you could.” 

Nicholas.—“I could assist Turkey, I say, with an army or two, 
or a fleet or two, or——"’ 

Francis Joseph (angrily).—‘* Not with my consent, Oh, dear, 
no. I’m not a fool like Wil——” 

William.—* Sirt” 

Francis Joseph.—“* Well, what I mean is this. All I want is 
peace, common or garden peace, but if there is any fighting to be 
done I’m in it, that’s all.” 

Nicholas —‘* Then you absolutely decline-——" 

Francis Joseph.—‘ Absolutely.” 

Nicholas (to rage gt And this is your idea, is it? The Three 
Emperors’ League, and all that sort of thing, eh?” 

William (to Francis).—‘* My dear fellow —— " 

Francis.—“ Don't talk to me! I will not be dictated to by 
anyone! ”’ 

William.—* Oh, very well, very well.” 

Nicholas.—‘‘ Then the idea is that we keep to the Concert, eh?” 

Francis.— Yes, that’s it. Keep to the Concert. Nothing 
better, I am sure, to keep.” 

(All stand in line. As they move, their swords clash in their 
scabbards.) 

Ali,—“ The Peace !"’ 


(Limelight and Curtain.) 


Fun’s Filosophy. 

However misanthropic we may feel, we tannot deny that in all 
our ups and downs, through the many vicissitudes of life, there is 
one who never forsakes us, and that’s the income tax collector. 
Once he knows you, he keeps to you for ever. 

The woman who sews one bution on her husband's shirt shows 
more real affection than the one who talks for an hour about the 
love which she feels for him. 

Many a man who gets into a train of thought when walking in 
the street has to pay for it by participating in a collision. 

It is generally considered that the proper way is to propose to a 
girl on yeu knees, but it seems to me a great deal depends whether 
you are on your knees or the girl is. 

It is always thought a redeeming feature if the man who steals 
your watch subsequently forwards you the pawnticket, 

Some of the members of the Social Purity and Mutual Admira- 
tion Ladies’ Association have been endeavour m2 to work up a feeling 
of sympathy and commiseration for the unhappy wives of the 
Turks, many of whom only possess one-sixth of a husband, but it 
seems to me that if the wives are anything like the ladies men- 
tioned above, it is the unhappy husbands who deserve our com. 
passion. One would be bad enough. Fancy six!!! 
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ALL ENGLAND (FROM THE BANK).—“ PULL AWAY, RHODES, PULL AWay! ] 
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Ss, PULL AWAY! FOR THE RACE THATS JUST BEGUN MUST BE WON!” 





(For Cartoon Verses see page 145 ) 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 
Winklepuff. 
No. 3.—“ THE HALL OF DELIGHT.” 
(Continued.) 


My conscience smote me! Had I, by my evil misdoings, really 
corrupted my only son? For there sat Telemachus Jupiter, 
oblivious to all that was passing around, drinking some strong 
compound from a glass, and squeezing the girl’s hand over the 
counter (as I had done the nigbt before with “‘ Baby”). 

And even at this trying moment I noticed how much better he 
did it. But J was present, to lead him back again, to home, and 
rectitude. 

Striding forward, with majestic deportment, I addressed my 
erring lad: ‘‘ Hold, heedless boy,” I said sternly, “ before it is yet 
too late, and remember the reward of the drunkard.” Two or three 
people at the bar turned round and laughed, and Telemachus 
Jupiter turned round also. 

“ Helloa, dad!” he said, “you here. You are going it; and 
after last night, too. Won't mother be pleased?” 

‘“ What's the matter with the old buffer, Mr. Dee Creepenny ? ”’ 
said the girl behind the bar. 

Alas! my son was ashamed of his ancient name, and had 
assumed that of an alien. 

Telemachus merely said, ‘‘ Hush,” and lightly tapped his* head with 
his finger—a masonic sign I could not understand, but the girl did, 
and laughed. She also asked me if I’d have a glass of milk. I 
said I was “not taking any, thank you.” A reply that caused 
a roar of laughter. How easily the people of these sort of places 
are amused, and why do they offer me such simple refreshments. 
Telemachus introduced me to a man with a large bottle nose and 
red face, who said he was one of the “ Bounding Brothers of the 
Sahara.”” He seemed an affable sort of a gentleman, so I said— 
just to please, ‘That he looked a ‘ bounder’ every inch of him.” 
My remark, however, was not appreciated, for he only glared. He 
then offered to drink as many whiskies as I could pay for, or take 
me outside and fight me fora fiver. Rather a curious alternative 
I thought, but I refused both. I, however, said I would play him 

“ Old Maid” for 6d. if he would find a pack of cards. 

He said I was a confounded old ass, and for two pins he’d show 
me something. What that something—he was willing to impart 
for so slight a remuneration—was I never found out, for at that 
moment a small boy touched him on the arm, and said it was his 
“Turn two on,’’ and he went away. I was introduced to several 
of Telemachus’s friends after that, and I was proud to find that he 
had chosen his companions from men of a ripe age, better able to 
train his young mind into manhood’s form. 

I was interested as to their profession. One gentleman told me 
he was a bookmaker. 

“ Ah! an author,” I remarked. 

“« Well, not exactly an author, you know,” he said. ‘ But I do 
my best to make my book go well.” — a charming innate 
modesty men of genius alway: have.) e said his last book was 
on the ‘ Derby,’ and it nearly flammoxed him. (I must get a new 
dictionary.) 

Another told him he was a maker of the crosses on Good Friday 
buns. He said the work was not so heavy as the buns, and he was 
able to spend a good deal of his time enjoying himself, and he 
earned good wages, something wnder £1,000 a year. 

The third was a bolter. He said his business was to go round, 
after people had gone to bed, and bolt their doors forthem. I 
asked him how he did it, but he said it was a trade secret, to 
violate which was death. So, of course, I did not press him. This 
last gentleman said he would take me behind the scenes, if I liked, 
and “If it ran toa whisky.” (I did like.) So giving the “‘ Bolter” 
the guerdon he craved, we started, leaving my son, Telemachus 
Jupiter, under the care of his two companions. 

““ Now we shall not be long,” I said to Telemachus, as I went 
away. (I coms Sey wish I knew why people laugh at my most 
innocent remarks.) 

We passed through several es that made me think of 
Amelia. I thought if she could devote all her spring-cleaning 
energies here, what a difference she would make, and what a para- 
dise my — = mes 7 eae bey would be. We came at length 
to & very em oor at the end of the passage. My companion— 
who was behind me—said— r . . 

* Push it hard, it sticks a little!” 


did so, and immediately went sprawling in on my hands and 
es—for it seemed to open quite easily. There was an instant’s 








- i.e 





silence, as I picked myself up, and then I was almost stunned by 
a perfect howl of laughter. I had inadvertently fallen on to the 
stage—in full 
view of the 
audience. The 
manager came 
round, and was 
very angry. 

The Bolter ap- 

d his wrath 

y saying I was 
good for drinks. 
I suppose he 
referred to my 
Jast night’s de- 
bauchery, so I 
blushed, and 
smiled depre- 
catingly. 

The manager 
said :— 


“Well! you 
look after him, 
Abrahams  (evi- 
dently the Bol- 
ter’s name), I 
won’t have any of - 
those fool - tricks \\ 
here.” He said gl 
something else, 
which is scarcely 
worth while to 
repeat, 
ap > of the 

ies who had been performing in the ballet came up, and ask 
to be introduced. At least, inn said to my otunanlen>~ “ 

Who's this balmy old chump?” And the Bolter explained. 

I seemed to cause them considerable amusement. One of them 
asked me in all seriousness “ If they got me off a Christmas tree.” 

Avother said, “ Give it a name, and take it home.” 

I said my name was Jeremiah Winklepuff, and could find my 
way Lome without any taking, thank you. I began to get rather 
angry, when one of the youngest of them came up and commenced 
«troking my face saying, “ Poor old Jeremiah! Did ’um get cross 
then. Go home to mammy like a good ‘ickle boy.” 
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“IN FULL VIEW OF THE AUDIENCE.” 


It was just 
at this identi- 
cal moment 
that I received 
a violent blow 
on the ear from 
behind, and the 
well-known 
voice of Amelia 
said, “I’ve 
found you at 
last, have I, 
you wretch? 
And in com- 
pany, too, with 
these— these — 
hussies. Don’t 
speak to me! 
Come home at 
once.”’ 

The ballet 
ladies began to 
laugh, but 
Amelia si- 
lenced them 
with a look. 
(Ah! if they 


“Dip 'UM GET CROSS, THEN?” had only un- 


derstood that 
look as well as I did.) ‘5 
_ Toe man atthe pay-box said as we went out: “A pass out 
ticket, mum, if you're coming back.” 

We were met at Melpomene Villa by Telemachus Jupiter. He 
said he had been to the debating class, and had been waiting 
nearly an hour for supper. 

That night I missed 17s. 6d , the change out of a sovereign I had 
foolishly placed in my overcoat pocket. (Horrible suspicion ! Was 








it the Bolter ?) 
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A PROMISING YOUNGER SISTER. 


Cissie (aged 15).—** Next year I mean to start a boat-race—Newnhain versus Girton, you know.” 


Audrey.— But what pleasure would you get out of it?” 
Cissie.—* Just think how splendid to be dressed in those lovely blues ani have an enormous crowd admiring us!" 





_ ——- --— nN | a ER 





The Rhodesian Boat Race | Pull away, boys, pull away! | See der crew vot dey haf chose! 
: We are bound to do our best, Vy, dey veigh mooch more dan you 
° And the rest Dos dat crew— 
Ruopes (to his crew) :— Must depend on circumstances, Dey vos strong andt dey vos able ; 
Pull acme: & And our value it enhances, | Andt dere lungs dey aie von babel, 
Pr ‘A oys, pull away! | I should say, Goodnesh knows— 
or the race that’s just begun That we dare to take the chances ! Dey’ll, vot dey calls, turn de table, 
Der crew vot dey haf chose! 


Must be won! P ll ! 
We've the pluck and we’ve the muscle, | a ie 
Though m=) other fellows bustle, | 
But the ena Mee sl | shag pA epetepen 
p = —" Kruaer (to his crew) : Ve’'ll af all vot ve can do 
ull away, pull away! To pull through ! 
Vell vot ish it dat dey mean ? For I tink der honesht Dopper, 


Pull away, boys, pull away ! Vot der leetle game dey play Vill as, em ron von cropper 
6 , y- 


For defeat’s a bitter pill— 
- | Here, to-day ? 
Y If you will ‘ Dos dey tink der British Lion Andt dat vould be mooch imprsper— 
tee can beat the others fairly, Kruger hash not got von eye on; Pull avay, pull avay! 
ut — into it squarely Ven der Queen 
: nd we may | “id 
= the Dopper Johnnies rarely ! | a Sey aoe, v0 Gap ment ? 
ull away, pull away! Att Enaianp (from the bank) :— 


Pull away, boys, pull away |! | “ Pull avay, boys, pull avay, Pull away, Rhodes, pull away, 
It has got it pretty stiff Pull avay !” dey cry aloud ; Pull away, lad, all you know, 
Has that skiff ! | Andt der crowd Make her go! 
And our adversary, Labby, Dey vos shouting Rhodes and sheering— You've the pluck and you've the muscle, 
Feels a trifle moist and flabby, Vell, dat was not pleasant hearing, | Make the Dopper fellows bustle, 
I should say ; Von vould say, | You can “ stay.” 
Take him home, lads—near the Abbey— Dat der struggle ve vos nearing It will be the final tussle 
! Pull away. pull away ! 


Pull away, pull away! Pull avay, pull avay 
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“Seen a good many boat races, but never saw two Oxfords and 


two Cambricges before.”’ 
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Trifles about Topics. 


Toric ity me up @ real Trooper Halket, who protests 
O. Sch 


against Miss reiner's appropriation of his name. 


Toric I1.—The overcoat-stealing epidemic has broken out again 


in the British Museum reading-room. 


Toric III.—The Editor, a Liverpool liner, has foundered near 


Holyhead. 


Toric 1V.—Mr. H. J. Torr, treasurer of the Cretan Committee of 


the L.F.M., solicits subscriptions to the “‘ Volunteer Fund.” 


Toric V.—Mr. A, Chaffers, the well-known litigant, has failed to 


recover £1,000 for an alleged press libel. 


L.—** Il OOMBLY DEBIT you!” 


O, Halket, Halket, you are scant of brain— 
A thoughtless oaf, a witless ninnyhammer! 
What boots it (though she’s ta’en your name in vain) 
Against Miss Schreiner thus to rave and clamour ? 
"Twere wiser far to write in courteous words, 
And bid Vrouw Olive (sans excuse or flammage) 
Remit you, say, one million and two-thirds, 
For moral! and for intellectual damage! ! 


Il.—DESPOILING THE QUICK AND THE DEAD, 
Within the huge round bibliotheke 

Each scribe from ancient scribes keeps stealing, 
And Sir Maunde Thompson 'gainst the sneak 

Makes no c-mplaint, and no appealing. 





Marc# 30, 1 


897, 
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But pilfering piled on pilfering’s head ; 
Looks black : those scribes are past forgiving 

Who firstgrab great-thoughts from the dead, 
And then—grab great-coats from the living |! 


Ill.—LAUGH, LINERS, LAUGH. 


A ship called the Editor happened to sink— 
Must her great cmc dea deplore her ? 
Nay, her fellow-ships all should in fellowship link, 
And a’wild song of triumph sing o’er her |! 

I’m a “ liner” myself, and I hate the base mortal 
Who my innocent copy doth slaughter, 

And I think it’s quite right that all “liners” should chortle 


When an “ Editor” lands in deep water ! 


IV.—THE TORRWARD FORWARD MOVEMENT. 

Come young, come old, and send your gold— 
Yous jingling sovereigns—Torrwards ; 

For Herbert J. is the treasurer bold 
Of the Greeceward Liberal Forwards. 

Blandly he sits at the calm receipt 

Of cash to be spent on behalf of Crete, 

And bid such braves as will follow the feet 
Of Upward rush onward warwards! 


V.—LEX TALIONIS, 


Now, Chaffers, take a friendly hint from Fun! 

Should cheery, cheeky chaffers chaff you, Chaffers, 
Pray don’t to Father Antick’s egis run, 

Lest judge and jury at your woes be laughers ! 
Verb. sapientisat .. . It may be that 

You'll yet be mocked by perky paragraphers. 
Whatthen? Why give the rascals tit for tat! 

Chaff, Chaffers, chaff the cheery, cheeky chaffers! ! 
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A Modern Arab’s Farewell to His Steed. 


My beautiful, my beautiful ! 
That standest meekly by, 

With battered rim, and busted tyre, 
And pedals all awry ! 

Fret not to charge the madding crowd 
With all thine ancient speed ; 

I may not mount on thee again— 
Thou’rt sold, my steely steed ! 

Fret not to feel my manly hoof— 
Pant not to bust again ! 

Though many a mile thou’lt fly to-day, 
’Twill be inside a train; 

The stranger owns thee (all there is) 
Thy master hath his gold ;— 

Spokeless, but beautiful, fare thee well ! 
Thou’rt sold, my steed, thou’rt sold! 


The morning sun shall rise again, 
But, ’mid enshrouding fogs, 

Ne’er more our sudden bell shall make 
Pedestrians hop like frogs! 

Ne’er more, when evening darkens deep 
Along the lonely lea, 

We twain shall hurry lampless home— 
My bicycle and me! 

When motors rush, and horses flee, 
And cyclists strew the street, 

One wire in time will roam around 
On safe though corny feet ; 

And sitting down will sadly think 
Beside the rutty hill— 

“ "Twas here impinged my ruby nose 
When last I had a spill!” 


When last I had a spill !—Away |! 
The fevered dream is past ; 

Could I but ride thee one more day, 
’Twould prove for both the last! 

I yy my beautiful— 
“A ain’s ” power is strong; 

I advertised, “A ps sr gem m4 
I did not wait for long. 

Who says that I have packed thee off? 
Who says that thou art sold? 

‘Tis true! ‘tis true! my steely steed, 
I chortle o’er my gold. 

The luggage label decks thy back, 
The porter slams the door |! 

Farewell! my battered bike, farewell ! 
Thou ne’er shalt throw me more! 
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Plummer &C?. 


TOO CRUEL! 


She was bewitching—there was no light in the carriage—they 
were nearing a tunnel—and the gentlemen were mischievous. 





But as soon as they were fuirly in the tunnel she quietly 
changed her seat and struck a wax vesta!!! 


--~- -_— 











Waftings from the Wings. 


Mr. Henry ARTHUR JonEs’ play, The Physician, produced at the 
Criterion on Thursday evening, is somewhat dull, though it has its 
interesting moments. It tells of the redemption of a great and 
high-minded London physician from Atheism and disillusion- 
ment by love of a pure and pretty woman. He has just 
been jilted by the lady—the married lady—with whom he has been 
carrying on an intellectual liaison, and feels very cut up about it. 
So Dr. Carey goes down into the country to oure the 
nice girl’s lover—a great temperance advocate who has given 
all his fortune and life to the “cause”—who is suffering 
from a mysterious complaint, no one knows what. The 
complaint is attacks of alcoholic insanity, terrible debauches 
of drink and vice. Dr. Carey sets himself to cure this by every 
effort that a great doctor and a good man could devise. He has 
the poor fellow to live with him, he watches over him night and 
day. And all the while Dr. Carey is falling in love with his 
patient’s sweetheart, and is being won back by her to belief 
and to the joy of living. He keeps her lover’s awful secret 
from her, and puts every ounce there is in him to cure thoroughly 
the craving for drink and to make him a man again. And all the 
while Dr. Carey knows he is raising an insuperable barrier to his 
own happiness, for the cure of his patient means the latter's 
marriage with the girl the doctor loves so intensely. 

One night Carey has a great temptation. After months of care, 
his patient has escaped him and has another violent attack of his 
mania. Carey determines that the girl shall know all, but repents 
at the drunkard’s pleading. But she has heard the truth from 
behind the harmless, necessary curtain and discovers all. In the 
a the poor inebriate dies and the doctor and the maiden are 


e Physician is beautifully acted by Mr. Charles Wyndham, 


Miss Mary Moore, Miss Marion Terry, and others. 
GossamMEB. 








The fiftieth performance of My Friend the Prince will take 
_— ~! the Garrick Theatre on Boat Race evening (Saturday, 
April 3rd). 

The thirty-sixth grand orchestral concert of the Westminster 
Orchestral Society will be held at the Town Hall, Westminster, on 
the 31st inst.,at 8 p.m. The programme will include: Symphony 
Goetz) ; violin concerto in G minor (Max Bruch), roloist, M. Louis 

uloup ; overture, ‘‘Othello’’ (Walter Macfarren), and other items. 
Vocalist, Miss Jessie King. 

There was a fearful crush at the Crystal Palace to listen to 
Paderewski’s pianoforte playing. He took part in a couple of 
concertos, respectively Chopin’s in F minor and Lizt’s in EB flat. 
His rendering of each of these worke was remarkably beautiful and 
full of subtle charm. An encore was inevitable, and for that he 
gave a minuet composed by himself. ‘‘ Elizabeth’s Greeting ” from 
Tannhaiiser and Schubert's “ Aufenthalt” were sung by Mlle. 
Martha Midller, an artiste who bas not previously appeared at the 
Crystal Palace Concerts. 

The Royal Botanic Society will give their usual exhibition of 
spring flowers on the 31st inst. 

The Moore and Purgess Minstrels announced that, owing to the 
enormous success of the Irish programmes on St. Patrick’s Day 
(when some hundreds were unable to obtain admission), there 
would be a repetition March 29th, matinee at 3, evening at 8, 
when Farbeyondi, who is believed to be the most wonderful 
exponent of his art in existence, would make his first bow to an 
English audience. 

essrs. Street and Company, advertising agents, of 30, Cornhill, 

E.C., and 5, Serle Street, Wo, announce that, in consequence of 
their increasing business and for the convenience of their West 
End clients, they will open on Monday, 5th April, a branch 
establishment at 164, Piccadilly, London, W. ; 

We are using Burnip’s cycle chain brush, and find it exceedingly 
efficacious and expeditious. Kruger (not Oom Paul), of 10, Kast- 
cheap, manufactures this handy dust extracter. 
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By THe PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—To-day the Liberal party resembled the man in 
the moon. Videlicit: ‘‘The man in the moon came down (on the 
Government) too soon, and asked his way to Norwich; he went 
from the South and opened his mouth to plenty of cold peas-por- 
ridge"’ (i.¢., the same old story). I think I have the quotation 
pretty correctly, but I am not sure. It being a political matter 
accuracy is a non-essential, however. This being St. Patrick’s 
Day, | put on a green tie, a shamrock, and a rich Milesian accent 
for the occasion, and (baving got up very early for the purpose) 
superintended the rehearsal of the Jubilee Procession. After this 
I made my way to Carson, Nevada, and saw fair at the fight between 
Corbett and Fitzsimmons. Great fun to see the former “ ranging 
for revenge’’ after being defeated. The winner also, so delighted 
with his success, regaled the assembly with a comic dance. 
Pretty sight altogether! MHurried back to see the last, or (may we 
hope ?) the latest only, of Mr. Bayard. Wish him God speed and 
enjoyment of his rest. 


THE FREE. 


Upon the threshold as we stand 
(To show our interest) 

We welcome in the coming and 
We speed the parting guest ; 
Though here, it cannot be denied, 

He’s made himself at home, 
To England he has long been tied, 
But now he’s off to Rome. 


Dined with the Duke of York and the Association for the Oral 
Instruction of the Deaf and Dumb at Whitehall Rooms. During 
dinner sent a wire to the Post Office, congratulating them on getting 
that 44d. out of the Weekly Times and Echo. 


Thursday.—-Went up river, but found it chilly, and came down 
again as far as Oxford. Just saw Nansen comfortably through his 
degree-taking ordeal, and came back to dine with the London and 
South-Western Railway and Sir Charles Scotter. 


Friday.—Went not exactly up the river and not exactly down 
the river. I might say in the middle of the river, but that would 
create & wrong impression. Not to deceive you, 1 went to the 
Putney tow-path to see the crews. Saw Oxford do its record spin. 
K.verything in its favour—wind, tide, and so on—but most credit- 
able even at that. The crew looks like winning; Cambridge not 
seeming to get the form she should. 1 wish she could break the 
monotony a little with a win. 


Saturday.—NRather a busy day to-day. Having been bribed by 
the Turkish Government to go over and help make a crowd at the 





launching of their Fleet, with extra allowance if I could work up 


cheer, I made for that seductive land as early as possible. 
Wouldn’t have missed the sight for anything. Not one of the 
vessels fit for sea, most of the machinery too rusty to move, and 
none of the boilers fit to bear even ordinary pressure! Everything 
rusty and “ busty,” in short. 


CLIMAX. 


Abdul the—Adjectived—has raised 
The wrath of ev’ry creature— 

The politician (smoothly — 
The poet and the preacher ; 
Remonstrance, prayer, invective blind 

Pour forth with vigour lusty— 
So one is not surprised to find 
His very fleet turn rusty. 


It was all so funny that I almost forgot my bargain; woke up 
in time, however, cheered lustily myself, and punched two small 
boys’ heads until they did the same (for which I have since received 
the Order of the Mediji, post-paid). While in the neighbourhood, 
saw the Ailsa win the International Yachting Match, then hurried 
back to be on the spot for the Parliamentary Point-to-Point 
Steeplechase. After that, had a pleasant and quiet hour or two 
with Mr. Swan’s animals at the Fine Art Society, and dined with 
the London Society of Kast Anglians at King's Hall, also with the 
Forfarshire men in another part of the same building. 


Monday.—Started off for Berlin to be at hand, in case of emer- 
gency, at the unveiling of the equestrian statue of William I. (not 
our William I.—the one made in Germany), erected in com- 
memoration of his centenary. Widespread astonishment to find 
the statue not the work of the Universal Monarch! Asked him how 
that was. He seemed annoyed, and said he’d got the European 
Concert to attend to, and couldn’t do everything. Latter part of 
remark astounded me more than ever. Got home in time to assist 
at the Mansion House meeting of the British and Foreign Sailors’ 
Society. Ian Maclaren managed to make ourselves conspicuous. 
Spent the evening at the Royal Geographical Society in company 
with Sir Clement Markham and Nansen, talking about Polar 
matters. 


Tuesday.—Saw H.R.H. the Princess of Wales and her two 
daughters off for the Continent, then hurried off to see the Lincoln 
Handicap and surroundings. Lovely day and did some good things. 


AN EXCEPTION. 


I'm a very particular chap, I am, 
And down upon sins of taste, 
I can wink at the recognised social cram 
But gird at an h misplaced ; 
And my special aversion is every day, 
A bounder of bounce and side — 
But I’d nothing to say but Hip! hip! hooray 
At the spreading of Winkfield’s Pride ! 


Heard Nansen’s lecture at St. James’ Hall and dined upon tinned 
meat and canned peaches. 


THE SPOTTER. 








An Insinuation. 


Mrs. Angle. —‘* You're going fishing, John, aren’t you?” 
Mr, Angle.—‘‘ Yes, my dear.” 
Mrs Angle.—‘‘ Then mind they’re fresh, John—mind they're 


fresh |” 


Maxkou 30, 1897. 











“Bollciousiand Nutritious. 


ESTABLISHED 1824. 


BIRD'S 


CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Kuhances the acceptability of every 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. | 


'NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 








Gadbury’s Needham 


eoeoa Polishing 
“Refreshing and Invigorating to the <P> Paste. 


jaded mind and body; delicious to the nod Brilanty polehing Brass Copper. ion for ONeseent 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


ld everywhere. 
—FAaAmity DOCTOR. 


NO ALKALIES USED 





Sole Manufacturers : ELD 
JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIB 
London Office : 8t. George's Hous, Eastchesp, ~“ 
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